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perfectly-kept   gardens   and   through  its   flower-
embowered walks with the lovely Coronado Beach
basking right in front of it and the pale blue Pacific
heaving in tlie distance, I no longer wondered that
Americans travelled all the way to San Diego simply
to stay at the Coronado.  Indeed, in its own class
a more perfectly-appointed or a more beautifully-
situated hotel it would be difficult to find anywhere
in and out of America!  An American composer not
known on this side of the Atlantic but fairty popular
in  America  for  his   songs   Robins9   Return   and
Heavenly Voices, whose acquaintance I had made
the day previous in the train, came to the Coro-
nado to take me to the Exposition. The Exposition
was a disappointment.   Its plaster palaces were a
positive eye-sore to me and their contents barely
interested me, and my visit would have left no
impression on me were it not for the replica of a
complete Indian village I chanced to come across
in the grounds and the really wonderful crystallised
flowers I found exhibited in one of the sections.
Lilies and daffodils with their petals and sepals
intact and whole roses and poinsettias with even
their leaves and stalks unremoved lay crisp and
glistening in all the beauty of their natural tints as
if a fairy hand had picked them fresh and dewy
from a neighbouring field and left them there trans-
formed by its magic touch into little carved works
of exquisite art and colour. A Red Indian conducted
me round several parts of this village in which were
strange-looking men and women employed ostensibly
in doing some kind of handicraft but really trifling